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The Athenian Mercury. 


Cueloap, December 24, 1605- “7 


The 4 following Poems, were 
fent us by that Ingenious Lady, 


‘ 


who has fo often obliged us, 
and the World,with her Poetry. 


Platonickh Love. 


I. 


O Angels Love and all the reft is drofs, 
Contraéted, felfith, fenficive and grofs. 
Unlike to this, all free and unconfin’d 
Is that bright flame I bear thy brighter mind. 


If. 


No ftragling wih, or fymptom of defire, 
Comes near the Limits of this holy fire ; 
Yet tis intenfe and aéttive, tho fo fine; 
For all my pure immortal part is thine. 


IIL. 


Why {fhou’d Ef then the Heavenly {park controul, 
Since there‘s no brighter Ray in all my Soul, 
Why fhou’d f bluth co indulge the noble dame, 
For which even friendfhip‘s a degrading name. 


itil. 


Nor is the greatnefsof my Love to thee, 
A facriledge unto the Deity, 

Can I th enticing fiream aimoft adore, 
And not prefer its lovely fountain more ? 


‘To Mutius. 


I, 


fh Thoufand great reloives, a3 great 
As reafon could infpire, 

I have commenc’d ; but ah how foon 

The daring thoughts expire? 


jl. 


Honour and Pride Yve often rouz'd, 
And bid ’em bravely ftand, 

But ere my charming foe appeats 
They cowardly disband. 


iil. 


One dart from his tajultiag eyes, 
Eyes I’m undone to mect, — 
Throws all my boafting faculties 
At the lov'd Tyrant‘s feet. 


ly: 


In vain alas, ‘tis allia vain, 

_ To firuggle with my fate, 

I'm {ure Ine’re fhall ceafe to love, 
How much lefScanI hate ! 


We 


Againft relentlefs deftiny, 
Hopelets to overcome, 

Not Siipbus more fadly ftrives 
With his Eternal Doom. 


Se 


To Strephon. 


"TO me his fighs, to me are all his vows, 

“But there’s my hell the depth of aj! my Woes, 

VVe burn alike, but oh the diftanc blifs, 

A view of that my greateft torment is - 

Accurft ambition, groveling interett, 

Such hated crimes as yet did never reft 

VVithin my Soul, muft now unjuftly keep 

Me from my Heaven, would they may fink as deep, 

As that black Chaos whence they {prung, and leave 

Thofe mortals wretched which they now deceive, | 
K 


Malachy 3. 1 4. 


[8 vain ye Murmur, we have ferv’d the Lord, 
As vainly liftned to his flattering word, 

He has torgot, or {pake not as he meant ; 

Elfe why are we thus Idly penitent ? 

Ye call the haughty bleft, eretting thol 

That dare my Judgments impioutly oppofe, 

And own,nay, almoft boaft themfelves my foes, 

Whole crimes would (were I nota God) command 

The {caplet bolts from my unwilling hand ; 

‘Then they that fear'd my great and awful name, 

The only few that dar‘d oppofe the ftream, 

Unmov‘d againft the vulgar torrent ftood, 

In {pight of numbers refolutely good, 

Not caxing with undecent infolence ae Ss 

The dark 7: of my providence, 

But faw mic {till illuftrious through the tame, 

And lov‘d and fpake, {pake often of my name. 

As oft i clofely liftned, nor fhall they 

Pals unrewarded at the laft great day, 

When all their pious fervices I'll own, 

For in iny records I fhall find ’em down, 

Their brows Iti Crown with wreaths of vidtory ; 

Whilft Men and Angels ftand {peétators by; 

Aloud I'll then, aloud proclaim them mine, 

And ‘mongft my brighteft treafures they thall thine. 

Their frailcy with more tendernef3,tnan e‘re 

A father did his only fon‘s, I'll {pare, 

And then,bat ah !too late you‘ll find it then, 

Who were the wile, the only thinking men ; 

Then you hall nothing but derifion 

Whilt Angels them with loud applaufes greet. 


The 


ee 


a ae 


The following Poem was fent us 
by a Gentleman, which wein- 
fert without any alteration. 


Pindarick Ode, 


By way of Effay, upon the 
Force of Prayer. 


Precibus Deus omnia vendit. 


I. 
Oft facred Art! Who can defcribe its 
worth ? 
Tho ali the Wits fhou‘d Join, 
Tho nature {hou'd with Arc _ 


bine, 
To bring about this great Defign, 
They could but in faint colours fet it forth ; 
For who the utmolt of its vigour knowse 
Which Nature‘s fettied order can fubvert? 
Nor Floods, nor Flames, can drown'd or hurts 
If this but Interpofe : 


This from th’ Almighry’s feif its being drew, 
Alinighry like its Authour too, 
What is't It has not done ? What is'c Jt cannot do ? 
Strange wonders in all Ages this has done, 
This has revers'd a threat’ned and impending Doom, 
And brought down brooding bleffings in its 
Room, 
The dead reviv’d, Seiges rais'd, Battles wenn ! 
When Famine, War, or Peft 
A Nations peace Moleft, 
This {wiftly does refort 
As Delegate to the Celeftial Court, 
And how e’re difficult the Embaffy, 
Or foon, or late a gracious An{wer does Extort : 
As it Heavens King wanted pow’r to deny 
Such Reverend, tho Clam rous, importunity. 


J}. 


In vain did Babel‘s FieryFurnace glow, 
Tho hot as Hell, 
(At leaft the Tyrant thought to make it fo: ) 
As vain the Perpan Lions were, 
Tho fierce and fell 
fs Fiends, or Harpy-footed Furies are, 
Yet both foon barmlels made by Holy Prayer. 
The Hebrew Legiflator thus allay'd- 
The fury ot th Omnipotent 
Caus’d by the Idol-Calr the Rebel- Jews had made, 
Tet me alone He faid, 
Mark that! How great the danger, and how immi- 
nent ! 
Let me alone and Til —yet daring He, 
The angry Godhead did withftaad, 
Nor fear’d the brandifh’d Thunder ja his hand 
(How bold is Piety! ) 
ompted with zeal th® undaunted Prophet pray'd ; 
*Twas that revo} d the harth Decree, 
‘Twas that the ready vengeance ftay'd, 


Ps 


Such the coercive Eloquence of Prayer! 
Which held his hands, and charm’dhis ear, 
And gently Sooth’d the liftning Deity. 


Til. 


Since then, there is in Prayer fuch 
How more than happy is the Wight 
Who by religious pradtices is grown, 
Such a proficient in Piety, 
That he can profecute it with delight, 
Delights to meet his God alone ? 
When fad, by loffes, danger, poverty, 
He to his clefet hafts, and there 
Regales himfelf with pray’r, 
Come then Athenians, rouze your ableft Mu 
To celebrate this pious Art, 
And teach us better how to act our part, 
That henceforth we 
No more eur felves, nor God abufe 
By being cold, dull, or perfunttory ; 
Inftrué us Sages (for you know) 
From whence thefe dang’rous Symptoms flow, 
Why are we fo Jejune, fo indilpos’d to pray ¢ 
Oh teach us how we may, 
Get our hearts on the wing, and keep ‘em {0 : 
Perhaps the Charms of your melodious Lire 
May {et our Luke-warm Hearts on fire, 
And fo invigorate.our next Effay, 
That our more fervent prayers -fhall pierce the 
Skies, 
Grateful as Incenfe, or an Evening Sacrifice. 


a 


Anbertifements. 


/ 


2, There isa Knight Baronet in Derbyfhire, that 
wants an /ngenious Amanuenfis; if therefore the Young 
Man mentioned in Quel. 1. Numb. 9. of this 19th Vol. 
will repair to Febn Dunton, at the Raven im Fewen- 
fireet, he fhali have a further account. 


There 1s lately Publifht, 


3 The 18th Volume of the Athenizn Mereury 
Refolving all the moft nice and curious que- 
ftions propoied by Ladies and Gentlemen, reiating to 
Divinity, Philefophy, Love, Marriage, Hiklory, Phypck, 
Law, Mathemaricks and Trade, &c. trom Saturday, Fuly 
13th to Tuefday, Ob, 29. 1695. 
FEMI STOMACHICUM : @r the greas Cordial 

~~ Elixir for the Stomach, of # delicate flavour aad 
pleafant (tho bitterifh) Tafte, te be drank at any time,bus 
efpectally in 4 Morning in any Liquour, as Ale, Tet, Ca- 
nary, Sc, Which for the Scurvy, to purify the Blood, expel 
Wind, for all indi/pofitions of the “tomach ; as want of Ap- 
petite, Sicknefs, Sc. for Vapours in VVomen, and three orber 
moft certain Vertues mentioned in the Bills fold: with it, and 
to be bad gratis at the Places where ‘tis fold. excalls anp 
one Medicine ever made publick to the VVorld ~ and: of fuck 
Excellency and ufefulnefs for all Perfons, as never 10 be 
without it about them, ‘Tee fold by fome one Book/eller 
in moft Cities and many great Torons in England, By Mr. 
Levingfton, Fruiterer, at the Royal: Exchange-Gare; and ax 
the molt eminent Coffee-Houfes, in or about London. Alfe 
by Fobkn Harris atthe Harrow in Bittle-brittin.Fobm Dus 
ton atthe Raven in Jewen-fireet, S. Howkinstm George- 
yard in Lombard fireet, Hugh Newman in the Poultrey, 
H. Rhodes, at the Star in Pleet-fireer, Bookfellers, The 
Author baving 2opointed the three la{t only (befides bimfelf) 
to fell tt by VV bolejale, Any Perfon wanting it to Aifpofe 
of or fell agiin, my be there furnify'd with Allowance 
for felling. Piice one Shilling each bottle, Revail, 


EE 
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at the Raven in Jethen-Btrect. 1695. 


